CHAPTER   Fill
THE CAT IN "CAMILLE
T was in " Camille," one Friday night, in Baltimore, that for the only time in my life I wished to wipe an animal out of existence. I love four-footed creatures with extravagant devotion, not merely the finely bred and beautiful ones, but the poor, the sick, the halt, the maimed, the half-breeds or the no breeds at all; and almost all animals quickly make friends with me, divining my love for them. But on this one night — well! it was this way. In the last act, as Camille, I had staggered from the window 95t, and he told me he had never since seen a blanket shawl, whether in store for sale or on some broad back, that he had not instantly laughed outright, always seeing poor Mary Ann's obedient exit after that vengeful small sister with her trailing shawl. had to fall, a short overture was played, and the curtain rose again without the complete tableau, and the action of the play was resumed ; but several times the laughter was renewed. It get up out ofclock stood att when the men on the stagealmost say                                 ;
